Marcello Gallucci has asked me to say a few words about Massimo, knowing that I used to see him every day and had enjoyed the privilege of being his friend for many years. So it is my duty to pay Massimo a personal tribute.
Everyday life is in the present, so as we are in the Aula Magna of L'Aquila University I shall start by telling you that Massimo was Full Professor of Neuroradiology at this University. You can read about all his academic qualifications, his studies, his research and his scientific publications in his curriculum. What I want to talk about is an episode that occurred at the start of Massimo's academic career, an episode you will not find in his curriculum. It dates back to when Massimo and I were two young university researchers: he was younger than me and always referred to me as 'old'. A competition was held for two associate professorships and we decided to enter. We knew full well that we had no chance of winning the posts as older, better-qualified candidates were also taking part. For his lesson to present to the commission, Massimo selected 'neurodegenerative diseases', a topic he knew in depth being a specialist in both radiology and neurology. I decided to stay in Rome at Massimo's house. But we had no plans to rest: even though we knew the scales were tipped against us and Massimo was already fully acquainted with the topic, he decided to study and we studied all night. That was Massimo: an example, if he was going to do something, he would do it well, with commitment and rigour, determination and passion, intelligence and enthusiasm, culture and humanity. These were things entrenched in his being; he couldn't act otherwise, be it a university competition or a lesson for his students, a lecture at an international symposium or a presentation for a basic course. Obviously, this approach also extended to a difficult diagnosis or caring for a patient. In this case his commitment would be even greater, demanding perfection; never making excuses even when unforeseen circumstances and life's hardships (and Massimo had many!) would have led anyone else to give in and delegate to others. He would never decline an invitation, a conference, a meeting, a diagnostic work-up or a treatment that needed to be administered.
Massimo was President of the Italian Association of Neuroradiology. Having joined the Executive Board at a very young age, in practice he never left; first as a member of the board, then national delegate to the European Union of Medical Specialists, President of the Neuroradiology section of the Italian Society of Medical Radiology (SIRM), Deputy President and then President of the Italian Association of Neuroradiology (AINR). You can read all about his official deeds, society initiatives, meetings with European bodies and Italian ministries on the AINR website. I just want to emphasize the great spirit of service with which he embraced these positions and the rare willingness he showed to listen to all members and thereby meet everyone's needs.
Massimo was President of the Primavera Club. Years ago, during the many conferences he attended, Professor Giovanni Ruggiero, the founder of Italian neuroradiology, started to select those he deemed 'experts in the field'. He would have them meet in the Dolomites at San Vigilio di Marebbe, where they would ski together and discuss scientific topics. Some years later, Ruggiero decided to appoint a deputy president from among the group's members, and of course he chose Massimo. And when Ruggiero decided to retire, Massimo took his place as president. But Massimo told me he couldn't organize any more meetings because 'Sossio, the Primavera Club belongs to Giovanni Ruggiero not to Massimo Gallucci'. It was emblematic of his sense of proportion, another feature of his greatness.
Such a hectic schedule and busy professional life would suggest that he neglected the rest and had little time for anything else. Quite the contrary: for Massimo time was not measured in duration but intensity. He would love and live his passions to the full.
Music was his harmony. Massimo had a number of musical experiences in the company of colleagues, friends and professional musicians. Everyone knows about his major performances at meetings like the last National Congress held here in L'Aquila. But not all of you will know how rightly proud he was about the growing success of his first national CD compilation. And how proud and moved he was telling me about the gold medal he received from the Italian President for the CD containing songs about his city, L'Aquila, devastated by the 2009 earthquake.
Literature was his style. Massimo did not just write books on neuroradiology, but also published two novels, or rather fictional autobiographies, full of irony and self-irony making even the most tragic story lighthearted.
Friendship was his way of sharing. Massimo lived friendship to the full. For him this meant sharing his roots because Massimo was the place he came from: its history and culture, its mountain peaks and underground astroparticle laboratories, the gleaming white snow on Gran Sasso and the prized spring saffron of Navelli. Then friendship would be sharing everything from a good film to a fine Sauternes, skiing and theatre, sharing success and disappointments, projects and dreams, sharing a passion and sharing a love.
His family was his greatest love. His mother, a great cook of local specialties, his siblings, his nieces and nephews, his wife Lucilla and his daughters Lavinia and Virginia. Massimo would always have his computer with him and its desktop had a photo of Lavinia and Virginia. Once, at a meeting, while Massimo was looking for his presentation their splendid faces were projected on the screen. Looking up, Massimo saw them and said 'before speaking to you about MR, I want to show you the best thing I have achieved in my life'.
Massimo was not one of us. Massimo was the best of us, simply the best. This is not just what I think but the view of all those who knew him. Yesterday, driving up to L'Aquila, I received a message on my mobile from a young neuroradiologist, Mario, who wrote: 'thank you for introducing me to Massimo: with him I have grown both professionally and as a person'.
Not long ago, when Pino Daniele stopped singing and playing I read this phrase: 'the world is a darker place when a light goes out'. I agree with this in part, but I am certain that thanks to Massimo a thousand lights have been lit in the hearts of each one of us and will go on shining to light up the world for ever more.
Thanks for everything, Guaglio`.
Sossio Cirillo President of the Italian Board of University Professors of Neuroradiology

